Flash of an Eye; Magic of a Name
The news came to Paris among other capitals, and set
the whispers flying round attic eaves and palace cornices,
To some they came like homing pigeons. Old sergeants
polished their muskets, young officers their swords. Out
from old coffers came the tricolor cockades, and white
ones were dropped in the Seine; all behind the back of
course as yet, and the drilling in secret gardens or with
bolted doors.
To the slothful king these whispers, so swiftly
growing to a tumultuous roar, did not come like homing
pigeons; rather like black ravens flapping their wings and
croaking from balustrade and statued niche. Still Napo-
leon's brave old marshals, Mortier, Marmont, Ney, Vic-
tor, Macdonald, Berthier, Augereau, Ney, Soult, reas-
sured Louis, for most of the faithful were dead. "I shall
bring him back in a cage, Sire," swore Ney. "Lodge him in
a dungeon a hundred feet deep," promised Soult, Then
they bowed, backed out of the divine presence, leaped into
the saddle, and drove their legions out of the gates, south.
And still, through these swift-flying days, disturbing
bulletins came in. The gray greatcoat, with the nine hun-
dred and ninety-nine, was seen, now here, now there, ever
stalking north. At the Golfe Jouan fishermen had cursed
him; he had smiled once, and they proceeded to pile up
stones to commemorate the spot. At Vizelle he had met
the first huntsmen of the king. They had aimed their
rifles at his heart. Swiftly at the head of his little band
he had strode forward, called a cheery greeting. The rifles
dropped; the huntsmen broke into frenzied cheers, then
fell in behind.
At Grenoble, more huntsmen of the king/In formid-
able squares they blocked the highway. And now he bade